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cums 'orne richi you can pay 'cm me back, an,' the interest. An'
now, my lad, don't 'e forget to-do righ.t. Oer pason's arum 'un, I
know, but what 'a say s is right, an' the Bible 'e preaches ont of is
right. Stick Io il, lad, an', whatcver cums, don't 'c forget the
Pro-verbs o' Solo>non. Yoiu've oftent heard me quote 'cm." And
then, waxing quite solemn, and wiping a tear from bis cye, hie
lifted bis hands over the lad,, and said: ciGod bless 'e, rny boy.
May the Almoighty, who is a deal broader an' bigger than some
0' Ris friends in Little Bubbleton, ho wvith 'e, an' take care on 'e
forever. Amen!"

Edw'ard loved queer old Master Cittehipole, and feit so aff'ected
at partiiig wvith himi that lie dared flot stay to take a formai fare-
well, but at once rusbed off to, bide hîs emotion. Without loss
of a moment hie struck into the high road for Bristol. As hie
passed the "-Bear" lie gathercd from the words of a group of men
who conversed before the door that the young Squire had safely
reacbied his home. At this news ail his late remorse left him; his
old feelings of bitterness returned with increased force; and, as hoe
watchied the lights throughi the windows of the distant Hall, hoe
muttered between lis teeth : i-c Would that the place were on fire,
so that the nest of oppressors might be burned. ont. My mother
will soon be 'ouseless, an' I'm a vagabond runnin' from. home, an'
all through their wiekedness. Ah! if I do corne back, 1,11 make
it 'ot for 'em, sec if 1 don't 1 " And, shaking bis fist at the Hall
in his bitter but puny wrath, lie pascd on under the shadow of
the woods.

We wiIl miot follow him in bis journeyings, but will content
ourselves by saying that at the end of a weary fortnight hie suc-
eceded in persuading a ship's captain, who wvas just sailing from
Plymiouth to Melbourne, and wvho was hardly put to, i to make
up bis crew, to take hirn over for such hielp as hie could render on
the way.

The experiences of the first week need miot be chronieled, and,
i.ndccd. could not be; thcy arc from any point of view, better
imttgined tban feit or described. But the voyage was a wonder-
fui one to Edward Barton. It opcned up the eartb and sea to, him
as a new world; Lut it did infinitely more than tht-it ehanged
his -whole manliood, and "-lifted him and bis destinies upwards
for evermore," whiehi feli out in this ivise: On board thc ship in
whieh lie sailcd Nvas a, littie, band of missionaries, ail of wbom
werc men of God, but one of whom wvas a remarkable man in
many ways. Hec had been wild and recklcss as a youth, then the
Ibader of a desperate band of smugglers on the Cornish coast, had
been converted to God in a Cornish revival, cand wvas now on bis
way to preacli in distant lands thc ivonderful Saviour lie had
found iii his own. Whcn the weather permitted services were
held on Suindays upon tIe deck of the vessel, and the evcning ser-
vice was always condueted by the young Cornishiman. On the
second Sunday evening Edwar-d Bai-ton was among the audience.
The nightwia ssuperb. The vessel sailed qui tel y on under a EgAlht
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